And like a prelate too, by Saint Ronan!
Said I not well? I can't speak in set terms;
But well I know my heart with grief so warms
That almost I have caught a cardiac pain.
Body and Bones! Save I some remedy gain,
Or else a draught of fresh-drawn, malty ale,
Or save I hear, anon, a merry tale,
My heart is lost for pity of this maid.
You, ban ami, you pardoner," he said,
"Tell us some pleasant tale or jest, anon."

"It shall be done," said he, "by Saint Ronanl
But first," he said, "just here, at this ale-stake,
I will both drink and eat a bite of cake."

But then these gentle folk began to cry:
"Nay, let him tell us naught of ribaldry;
Tell us some moral thing, that we may hear
'Wisdom, and then we gladly will give ear."

"I grant it, aye," said he, "but I must think
Upon some seemly tale the while I drink."

